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Summary: A story of two young souls, whose life is not at all a 
fairytale. Two young people who didn't have a chance to live "Happily 
ever after". For now a least. A story of a Princess, who has to learn 
how to live in a new, strange world, where you get fights and Dragon 
Races instead of dancing. 


Once Mine 
**Prologue** 

She could hear nothing but the hum inside her head. She had no idea 
what had just happened, nor did she understand what was going on at 
the present. All she knew was that she was lying on the ground, too 
weak to even open her eyes. She realized she'd been remaining in the 
same uncomfortable position for a very long time a€" and her numb 
arms were the best proof. And her legs... she simply couldn't feel 
them. At all. Not metaphorically a€" she really started considering 
the possibility of losing her control over them and her head seemed 
to explode at any minute a€" the headache was hard to bare. There was 
no chance she could stand up. 

Understanding that she wouldn't be able to make her limbs work the 
way she wanted them to, she focused on a different task. LessaCi 
physically engaging. She tried to gather her wits, she tried to 
understand the causes of her current situation. Where was she? What 
happened to her? When did she get here and for how long had she been 
there lying unconscious? 

But more importantly: _why _was she there? 

She really tried to recall all that. Recall and to remember. No 
way . 

She felt dry sand on her lips. Her senses finally started to come 
round and made her able to notice some other details a€" an icy-cold 
waft was the first of them. She felt it coming out of nowhere. 



causing her to tremble when it touched the wet cloth of her dress 
adhered to her skin, chilling her. She heard the hum of the sea, 
coming from the same direction as the unpleasant sea blast. Once 
again, she tried to open her eyes; she could have been much more 
satisfied with the result this time. Encouraged by her latest 
success, she tried to rise up, propped on her elbows. Surprisingly, 
it worked. Her eyelids, lifted up with such a trouble just a moment 
earlier, closed immediately as she looked up at the sand surrounding 
her. It was literally shining, reflecting the beams of the rising 
sun . 

With some effort, she managed to sit. When her eyes eventually got 
used to the glare, she realized her assumption was right. She was at 
a seashore, on a clean, fair beach. It was just a sun rise and though 
the sight was more than breathtaking, it didn't please her at all. It 
only confirmed her concerns a€" the girl had no doubt now. The beach 
was not familiar. And although she couldn't recall any of those 
_familiar_ beaches completely, she was quite sure she would've 
recognize each of them. Mostly because none of the seashores she'd 
ever visited was so awfully cold. 

She looked around. There was no sign of life in the sight a€" no 
people, no animals. Even the vegetation was difficult to find. She 
turned around - the sea was now behind her. In front of her, there 
was a steep, rocky cliff, separated by the narrow strip of sand, 
where she was sitting. She couldn't see any kind of lowering of the 
cliff, neither on her right nor left a€" and even the best 
professional wouldn't climb that high. She sighed with resignation, 
understanding that walking was her only chance, which unfortunately 
wasn't currently possible. She was still too weak to even think about 
it. She pricked up her ears, listening to the ambiance, hoping to 
hear some form of life and perhaps calling out for help. She was 
answered by silence. And the calm, steady sound of waves crashing 
against the shore. 

She was feeling dizzy and it was getting worse and worse every 
moment. The most vivid images appeared on her mind; every picture she 
saw was familiar and yet, she couldn't recognize any of them. A 
palace. A great, white palace, situated on an island and floodlit 
with sunbeams. A market. A huge mosaic, showing figures she should 
know -but she did not. Anda€ | A light. A lot of light. The stars, 
that fall and swirl around her, dancing in silence, instead of 
staying on the horizon still and quiet. She saw them gracefully 
bouncing on the surface of the water. 

Eventually, she heard a voice. Strong and warm, the voice of a man, 
calling her by name she didn't know and yet somehow 
_( instinctively )_, she knew it belonged to her. 

_Rapunzel. _ 

She blinked a couple of times, trying to understand. She knew this 
voice, she knew it better than any other voice. Buta€ | How? 

_ You are my dream, Rapunzel. You always have been. And you always 
will be._ 

- Eugenea€ | - she whispered. She felt even more dizzy. 


She tried to rise up frantically but after a moment her legs gave 



way. And not just her legs - her body, no longer able to cope with 
the stress and shock of the entire situation, gave out. 


The princess of Corona toppled on the cold salty sand. 

Unconscious . 

_Authors ' note: So, here we are. My little project has been 
translated. There are two people I have to mention now: Mae and 
Penelope, also know as jubbery/apple sauce and water-star. They're 
both amazing writers, the authors of **Unthawing ** (Flynn x Elsa) and 
**Thaw Slowly ** (Hiccup x Elsa) Without their help this story 
wouldn't be half as good. It wouldn't even sound like English. _ 

_I hope you enjoyed reading this Prologue. I already have two more 
chapters finished (I'm working on the third) but they're still in 
Polish. I promise I'll try to translate them as soon as 
possible ._ 

_Love, Margaret. _ 


End 
f ile . 



